THE BLIND MAN'S HUNT

"What a nasty look you suddenly gave me, Gabriel!" cried J
line.

"No, no, not at all. I was just thinking of all the things that separate
us, my poverty, for instance... I wonder if I have the right, for your
sake..."

It was his usual, and almost unconscious, trick, whenever he felt
himself in a position of inferiority to Jacqueline, to bring up his lack
of fortune.

Jacqueline raised her hand, as if to stop his mouth.

"Please, Gabriel, we've said everything on that subject that needs
saying. I have enough money for two, and need not account to any-
one. Indeed, it's a great happiness to me to be in a position to give you
the security that prevented you being yourself. Haven't I proved it to
you?" she added gently, alluding with a smile to Sylvaine's cheque.

This man, who stood well over six feet, had exceptional physical
courage and a particularly virile appearance, was destined to inspire in
women a desire to protect him, even to the extent of paying his debts
to other women. His weakness was a lack of money and, as they
bandaged the wound, women took their revenge on him, by making
sure of their possession of him.

It was Gabriel's turn to place his hand on Jacqueline's arm, murmur-
ing: "Thank you."

They looked at each other.

"How could I ever do without a woman who gives me so much, and
with such tact?" thought Gabriel.

"How could I bear to be deprived of the presence of this man, so
straight and true, who has filled such a void in my life and become my
dearest friend?" thought Jacqueline.

And she added aloud: "How extraordinary to think that the first
time I met you I didn't like you very much. I found you antipathetic."

She was sincere hi her recollection, but what she thought was an-
tipathy had been no more than mistrust of an immediate attraction.

They laughed together.

"My darling," murmured Jacqueline.

And her little aristocratic hand, with its slender, fragile fingers,
sought Gabriel's fine hand with its large clear nails.

They were really happy.

Nevertheless, they were both in a hurry for their engagement to come
to an end, as if they each separately feared some catastrophe.

The morning of the wedding dawned.

Gazing at herself in the long narrow looking-glass which stood in a
corner of her dressing-room, Jacqueline had a happy surprise. Her
dress was a simple town-dress of a turquoise shade. But it was a
coloured dress.

"It suits me very well," she thought  "I still look quite young."
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